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%Hs they are fl/ar'mgyhe Vrince andYoym. 

Vrin. Your money- Yet Upon them , they alirunaway dand^l 

Voyn. Villains. f}ft A ffe dfter a llow or two . rmnes 'away t 00 

tlledvihg the booty behinde them. ’ . 

Vri. Got with much cafc.No w merrily to horfc,the theeves 
are fcattcrcd, and poflfeft with fear foltrongly, that they dare- 
not meet each other, each take I jis fellow for an otficep / awav 
good Ned,YalJlaffe iw eats todeath,andlafdJtbe lean earth as 
he walks along .* wert nbt for laughing, I ihouldpitcy him 

Voy. How the rogue roar'd ! _ Exeunt. 

.Enter hotjpvr Joins y rending a letter, 

But for mine own part , my Lord, / could be well c oatent edt-ofa 
t here , in rejpebl of the love I boar your houfe. 

He could be contented, why is he not then? in refoeft of the 
love he bears ourhoufe.- he ihews in this, he loves his own 
barn better then he loves our houfe. Let me fee ibme more. 

T he purpofe you undertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s certain, tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep to 

drink ? but I tell you ( my lord fool) out of thisnettle danger 
we piuckt this flower iafety. 

The purpofe you undertake us dangerous, the friends, you named 
uncertain, the time it felf. mforted,andyour whole plot too I'.qln, 
for. the- count erpotfe-of fe great an oppofition. ^ * . 

Say y ou today you jb?I fay unto you again, you are a fhallow 
cowardly hinde,and you lie: what a lack-brain is this? by the 
Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, our friend true 
and conftantra good plot, good friends, and full of expedf ation, 
an excellent plot, very good friends ; What a frofty-fpirited 
rogue is this?why my L.of Torke commends theplot,and the 
generall courfe of the aftion. Zounds and I were now by this 
rafcalj could brain him with his ladies fimrejs theremot my 
father, my unkle, and my fel£ L # Edmond Afortimer,my I*, of 
Torke, and Owen Glendowerlls there not befides the Bdwglasi 
have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth of 
the next morieth?. and are they not fome of them fet forward* 
already? What a pagan rafcall is this and Infidel? Ha,you ihall 
feenbw in very lincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the 

King,, 
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will fet for ward to night.. T Inter dots Lady. 
How nowA^r^I muft leave you within this twohourcs. 
Lady. O my good Lord, why arcyou thusalonc f 
For what offence have I this fortnight boenc 

Thy ftomacke,plcafiircv and tHy golden flcepc ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftartfo often whenthoufitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy checker, 

And given my treafurcs ind my rights oftheo, ' 
Tothicke-ey d muting, and emit melancholy ? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

Andhcard thee murmure tales ofyron warres, 

Speake tearmes pfmannage to thy bounding Steed. 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt ' , • i . 

Of fellies, and retires, trenches, and rente, 

Of Pallizadoes , frontiers, parapets, 

Ofbafilisks, of cannon, culverin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome,and of fouldiers flairie. 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beene fo at warre, 

And thus hath io befturd thee in thy flcepc , 

That beds of fweat have flood upon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbedftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d, 

Suchas we fee when men reftraine their breath. : ~ l ' 

On fome great fudden bafte. O what portents arc thefc ? 
Some heavy bufineffe hath my L ord in hand. 

And I muft know it, elfehc loves me not. 

Hot. W hat ho,is Gilliams with die Packet gone? 

Ser. He is my Lord, an houreagoe. ' - "V 

Hot.Waxh'Butler brought tholehorfes from the Sheriffo ? 
Ser. One Horfe, my Lord, he brought even now. 
TIw.WhatHorfc ? a Roane, acrOP-eare.is’itnot ? 
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